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James W. Foley's Verses Show Remarkable
Insight Into Hearts of Boys and Girls

of versos by James W Foley llial cm easily
AVOIXMF. with those of F.ugeno Field and Janio Whlt-com- b

Riley lias just lioen Issued by K, 1' Dutton and
Company under tho title of "Hoys and Ulrls." Tlie comparison
of Mr. Foley's poems with thoe of his predecessors I Inevitable,
aw tliey show exactly that same Insight Into the heart of a child
and the wine homely sympathy which Interprets the boys'
point of view without affectation and with a moot natural touch

of boy lull mlchlof
.1 W. Foley was horn In St. Wils, Mo , February I. 181. He

wax educated in the public schools of Dakota and the University
of South Dakota For three yearn he was on the Western fron-

tier, from 1NM to IHH2, In the time of Theodora Roosevelt and
Marquis de Mores. In 1MB2 he began nowapor work at

and for a number of years he was managing editor of
the ItWinarck Dally Tribune He lias for the past ten years
boon a friHiient corrisondetit and contributor of short stories
anil verses to newspapers and magazines and Ills name Is familiar
to readers or the Saturday Kttnlng I'oxl, the Century Magatlnr,
the V out It' h Com pan ion and other publications that have given
him a national vogue

III addition to his newspaper and vero work, Mr Foley has
found time to U interested in State and other affairs, He Is a
Fast (irand Master of Masons of North Dakota, has been

to twoOoxernors. three times tocretury of the State Senate
of Ills State, eeretury anil acting chairman of tlie Republican
committee of his.State, a member of the loard of trustees of the
Children's Home Society, has Kh.ti elected and accepted as the

"xet laureate" of North Dakota. Is a lecturer before the Free

Ux'turu Association at Fargo, has Income a faniilar and wel-

come llgure on the lecture platform in the Northwest and has
devoted a good share of his time to readings before public
school establishments

THE ADAMS'S BOYS.

The Adams's children, they just romp and play
And fall out of tree in tlie careles-e- st way,
And might break their legs from tho way that they fall,
Hut they get up laughing and not hurt at all,

'Cause hoys' Isine are soft, so their grandfather Raid;

Ami John gulncy Adams, he stands on his head
And drinks from a dipper, and all over town
The lsiys will tell you how he drinks upside down.

The Adams's childteti. they make enough noise
In tlie yard whole they live for three times as much boys,

And sometime they laugh and you hear it as clear
As can bo up to Tinker's and way over here;
And they've got a dog which is almost tho same
As the rest ot the lys and will play every game.
And bark all the time, and he make so much noi

He's just like tlie rest of the Adams's Imys

The Adams's children, they go out to ride
On a pony of theirs, with them all three astride.
And the boy up in front makes him kick up and then
Tho boy way lshind, he gets thrown off again;
And the Adams's pony, ho look just as though

lie's trying to laugh when the others laugh so;

it looks like a laugh, but he can't make a noise
Like tlit dog or the rest of the Adam-'- s l.oy

Tlie Adams's children, they go out to play
And sometimes their mother don't see them all day,
Hut she never frets, 'cms' the world is too small.
So she Mid, for thr.s lys to get lo- -t inat all
And sometime she listen out door and she hears
Tho laughing and barking way over to (iisr'.
Which is most half a mile, and she smiles, l.ocuue tlien
She knows they'll ! homo when they'ie hungry again.

The Adams's children, they get on a- - though
They were three gro it chums, and not brothers, you know
And folks like to heir them, when they're going past,
Willi tho big one ahead and the little one last.
They've always got playmate of their very own.
And don't liave to do chores or to study alone,
And everything seems to lie three times the fun
For the Adams's children as though there's just one!

THE NEIGHBOR'S BOYS.
SoinelRsiy shot our cat's eye out
An' stole our gate, an' just about
Scared Aunt Sophia Jane to death,
No's she could hardly get her breath.
Ily put tin' on some sheets, all white,
'At just gave hern tur'ble fright.
An' who on eatth do you supjiose
Put on them big, white ghostes' clothes
An' made that tur'ble screechy noise?

The neighbor's boys!

An' e cry night it's daik, you know,
Someljody plays some tick-tac- k -- toe
On folkeses' windows what's
An' just as if they never cared
If they get caught or not; an' when
You're gone to bed they come again,
Until you're just no nervous you
Don't hardly know just wh.it to do,
An' who makes such a scary noise?

The neighbor's Isiys

An' 'en somebody tears your clothes
An' skins your face an' hurts your nose
Until it bleeds, an' then your ma
Says 'at she never, never saw
Such heathen youngsters, an' they come
An' break your sled an' pound your drum
Until it busts an' won't go 'wuy,
It ain't no matter what you siy,
An' they're tho ones 'at break your toys

The neighlior's boys.

An' my, it's funny, 'cause you know
You ain't the only ones 'at's so.
'Cause all the net door neighbors say
It seems eVactly tlie same way;
An' when their boys gets hurted so'
It gives 'em tur'ble bloody noso
An' some one shoots their cat's eye out
An' plays tick-tac- they know about

' Who does it an' who irakes the noise
The neighbor's Isiys'

ONCE UPON A TIME.
Once upon a time rare flowers grew

On every shrub and bush we used to see;

The skies above our hinds were always blue,

The woods held secrets deep for you and me;

The hillsides had their caves where tales were told
Of swart cheeT.ed pirates from a far oIT clime,

When cut lanes were fierce and rovers IkiIiI

Don't you remember? once u)ii n time.

Once upon a lime from sun to sun
The hours were full of joy-th- ere was no care

And webs of gaudy dreams in air were spun
Of deeds heroic and of fortunes fair;

The jangling schoolliousu bell was all the woe
Our spirits knew, and in its tuneless chime

Was all tho sorrow or tho long ago
Don't you remember? --once ujioii a time.

Once UKn a timo the witches rode
In sinister and ominous parade

Uion their sticks at night, and queer lights glowed
With eery noises by the goblins made;

And many things mysterious there were
For boyish cheeks to lo at through the grime

That held thorn brown; and shadows queer would stir
Don't you remember? once uoii a time.

Once uion a time our faith was vast
To compass all tho things on sea and land

That boys have trembled o'er for ages past,
Nor ever could explain or understand,

And in that faith found happiness too deep
For all tho gifted tongues of prose or rhyme,

And Joys ineffable we could not keep
Don't you remember? once upon u time.

THE WADERS.
The queerest things rained down all over our street.
With long legs, like spiders, and muddy brown feet;
They must have rained down, for I saw them all run
Through puddles and mud ere the shower was done.
They're somo sort of waders, and all over town,
Through pools and deep gutters they splash up and down,
Hareheaded, barelegged, barefooted and wet,
The Waders of Frogpoiid I hear them splash yet
The rain fell In torrents, the gutters' deep tides
Were black, and the rain barrels ran o'er their sides,
The frothy while waters whirled from the eavepout,
Hut with the first lull all tho Waders came out
They danced In the frogponds, they sounded the stream
In gutters and made the air shrill with their screams,
They rolled up I heir dresses and trousers and dashed,
Through mud, froth and water, and waded and splashed.
And forth with the Waders came all kinds of dogs,
Came sailors with lirk boats, came navies of frogs
Came big nibls-- r boots on such tiny brown legs,
Came floating armadas of cans and half-keg- s;

Came long poles for sounding, came a II sot tsof crafts,
Unse'iwortliy boxes made over to ndts.
1 wonder ir ever in my lire again
I'll sre so much gladness come down witli the rain.
They must have nil tied down, for a minute ago
Tlie frogpotid was dry and deserted, vim know; i
There wasn't a Wader, a dog ora craf t,
A pair of gum boots, a baik coat or a raft;
Theivivo's but il'ine dripping, scarce dry is the spout.
When lo, all the navv of Waders is out!
Tlie pond's full i f ships as the ojil Spanish Main.
Who'd think so much fun could iume down with the rain?

A MODERN MIRACLE.
Once w'en I'm sick lh' come

An' 'en I put my tongue 'way out,
An" he says, "H-m-- Nurse, get me some

Warm water, plittso " An' in alout
A minute w'y, she did, an 'on

Ho put a glass thing into it
An' 'en ho wiped it off again

An' put it in my mouth a hit
'F.n after w'ilo he look it out

An' held it up were lie could see,
An' 'en he says, "H-m-- '1st alwut

Too high a half of a degree "

An' 'en Ma asked him If I'm kid
An' ho says "Noiie!" 'ist gruff an' crow

'An ki.vs "W'y you can't kill a lad,
An' If you do It ain't much los!"

An' 'en she's mad an' he '1st but
Out laughin' an' ho Kiy. "Don't fret.

He's goin' t' Nall right, I tnit
'y, he ain't even half ilod y,q "

An' 'en ho fell my pulse. ',it v.av,
An' patto I mo up.jti mv h..,i j

An'says "There ain't no cho t day
'Cuz one of til trustee i i! vol1"

An' my. I'm awful rrv w'en
He told mo tli.it An' 'on is..

"He'll beall right bv mxiti " An" 'en
Ho went awav An' Ma s.V -- Ved.

How do you feel?" All' 'en vol know,
Since Doctor told mo that, 'somehow,

I'm awful sicka whileagn.
Hut, my! I'm almost wo' liht now!

IN SWIMMING.
'1st, boy tli' kind you u'il t' know,

So-an- d

An' what's-his- . name an' e.cr one
'1st full o' health an' out for f in.
No meanness in a one of lis,,
'1st brown an" strong an' ':'i luewuis.
'I'u. that's the way 'at l o. grow
'1st toys th' kind you us.nl f I. now.

"1st Ikjvs th' land you used t' o
What! Never climbed an :i. ! tiee
An' shook 'em down' Why. mister, you
Tou never was a U- - real true
I'll bet 'at you was I'.ischiev on
As you could be ou're too;,n" us
'Cuyou can't help but "at we
Are Imws 'ist like you u.l t' he.

Of course Weoll '.ht I' lieat school,
Hut, my' The w iter" nice and cool
An' when it call you, w'y, you 'ist
Can't be a real boy an' reit
An' say' We caught a l'.!i down there
'Most two feet long lit lit i los.. t' w'ere
You're standing now ;.'u don't you see
We're boys 'ist j;.. you ued t' le?

Say, you ain't goin' to toll our ma
'At you was isin' l,y mi" uw-U-

s

swimmiu' here W'y, mister, you
"Won't never feel right if you do.

Don't be a Uttlct.ile! W'y, ay,
if you should give us ho.. away
You couldn't never bear to see
A ly 'ist like you us.il to be

Come on. now! You ain't goiiu f tell
On u, I know it, 'ist a well
As anythin'. You wouldn't hurl
Her feelin's 'ist C do Us din
You won't? Thanks, mister ou're a brick.
We're goin' home, sir, pretty quick.
It's awful fine here, 'cu. y' see.
We're lys 'it like you Used C Is-- .

THE PARTED WAYS.
I used to know a little lad,

A youngster of thirteen, .
Who wasn't very good or lad,

Hut somewhere in between,
lie hail such freckle) on his noe

As your nose seem to bear:
Indeed, I'd almost think that those

Were some he iis,-- to wear.

lie used to have all old straw hat
All fra.i-- at the brim,

Indeed, I'd almost think that tliat
Came down to you troni him.

And he had such a dsg a now
Harks joyfully along

With you - it makes me wonder how
It could have lived so long.

1 know not where it wan or when,
Hut with his heart of song

He went and came not luck again,
And took his dreams along;

So some day in a little while
He'll wave a siinlirowncd hand.

And leave you with his cheery smile
And you will understand,

LOVERS' LANE.
How good to reiiiomln'r Life's June from September.
Tho il'iys that were fairer than over again;

When heirts held no sorrow to last o'er tho morrow
And heads were brimful of the wis lout of ten.

No skies were e'er bluer, no he i'rl was e'er truer
Than mine when I wailed in sunshine or rain.

With joy that enriched me for one who lxwilchisl me,
And bade me to wait till she came down the lane,

Our Irystlng-plac- e gaining, my eyes they were straining
Afar down the road, and my lip hummed a tune

That held all the sweetness of first love's completeness
The while. that I waited at morning and noon;

For last when we parted, Wlovcd,?ond hearted,
She pledged mo to wait for her, sunshine or rain,

And so I kept humming, I knew she was coming,
A girl queen In gingham, somewhere down the lane,

Oh, hearts that are older, what secrets I told her!
What dreams of tho future, of grown girl and Uiy!

For what of the weather, whn two walk together
The pathway to school In the heyday of joy?

When hours are but measures of Innocent pleasures,
When days brim with gladness, as winecups to drain,

When Life learns tlie sweetness of first love'scomplelenee
In waiting for Her as she comes down the lane!
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